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complete inability to do anything really tangible
to help.

A further cause of anxiety was the fact that his
slender purse was not equal to the strain which these
constant payments made upon it. But one thing
would turn irritation into wrath and that was an
application by one of these itinerants for a small
"loan". To the applicant for the loan of a pound
he would say: "You know jolly well you can't pay
me back so take this five bob, and get yourself some-
thing to eat but for goodness' sake don't say you'll
pay me back."

Occasionally a local costermonger, very much
down on his luck, would turn up for a loan of five
pounds with which to go to the fish or fruit market;
and if the money was available it would be lent,
and as often as not paid back within two or three
days.

Father does most of his reading and writing in
the front room of his house at 39 Bow Road. His
desk faces the window, and while he tackles the
many political and personal problems that face
him daily, the rattle and roar of trams, buses, lorries
and steam-wagons goes on. He literally sees the
stream of life pass beneath his window. Children
pass to and from school; men and women pass to
and from their work. Bow Road is a veritable
"old man river", along which pass bales, barrels,
bundles and packages of all kinds of merchandise
to which Paul Robeson might do justice in another
song.